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turned, very quickly, and looked, and lo! before me
was my wife.

(Ha! Windhyaw&sinim, art thou attentive? And the
goddess answered: Dear Swan, speak on; I listen. And
she caressed his snowy neck with the lotus of her hand?)

XIL

O GAURI, I say, it was my wife: and yet, at the
time, though I gazed at her, I knew not who she was.
For all recollection of hern, as of the others, was
utterly obliterated from my soul. And I said to her,
sternly: Who art thou? Then she said: Dost thou
not remember to have seen me before? And I said:
No. (Alas! O Gauri^ now I know, what then I knew
not: and doubtless she had watched me through my
fffver^ and ever since: and dogging my footsteps, had
followed me in the middle of the night?) And she
laughed, and said: It is no matter who I am. And
yet, know, that I am, of all the people in this city,
the one, whom, at this moment, thou wouldst most of
all desire to see. And I looked at her, wondering

T* *DwtlUr in the Windhya kills: a name of Parwatt
tt This foigetfulness is part of the "machinery" of Indian
story tellers and dramatists:   even  European readers will re-
collect it in Shakuntala,